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screen dump : the process of moving data from a 
computer screen to a printer or storage medium. 
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A cautionary tale of the imagination 
propels a cold plunge into night 
which ends with back alley anonymous embraces 
down a stairwell . . . into the street . . . 
notebook jotting your cross-country gambit . . . 

The morning after faced head-on 

with words-of-the-day as false eyelashes . . . 

and misunderstandings . . . playing a part . . . 

Yet it did feel good . . . almost . . . 
filtered as a go-between 

hinged on recording the latest in Odyssey Tales . . 
in which faceless extras fed fried chicken 
audition for the part of a modern day Caligula . . . 
bipolarity notwithstanding . . . 
the meds suffice . . . charting clang associations 
and that darn thread through the labyrinth . . . 

I am circus . . . 

I am three-ring circus . . . 

I am four- five- . . . six-ring circus . . . 
careful, of course, in the derangement . . . 

The requisite basic disorientation 

and the need to temporarily unshackle the mind 

from ordinary semantic logic . . . 

There is absolutely nothing fortuitous about this . 
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It's here somewhere ... it has to be ... I just know 



Wind chimes . . . catching the blizzard's tail . . . 

and you . . . journaling your odyssey . . . 

now in its nth year . . . 

worrying the lines . . . that deepen 

with every footnote . . . 

nostalgic for the look you had 

at the beginning of the New Millennium . . . aka Y2K 

Do you regard past playaphiles with a smile? . . . 

Should you? . . . You're asking me? . . . 

You paid the price for their best behavior . . . 

You made the best call . . . 

We all make the best call ... in the moment, yes? . . 

when roads diverge . . . 

and the photomontage of smiling faces . . . 

Sailing Faces Sometiaes . . . 

Sailing Faces Soaetiaes . . . pretend. . . 

The Temptations, yes? . . . Psychedelic Soul . . . 

The Wayback Machine . . . back to the 70s . . . 

if they can do it ... I can do it . . . 

with Jack in the Beanstalk's goose laying golden 

eggs on your face . . . after-hours clubbing 

seals . . . awaiting their ship . . . 

brimmed with henna intimacy . . . 

and the dead silence of phony phone numbers . . . 

Who knew? . . . Certainly not you? . . . 

Then the stumbling began . . . 

the eyeliner underlined with stilettos 

and role confusion . . . 

Erik - son of Erik - Erikson's Moratoriua . . . 
and the hiatus . . . 

I retreat . . . into my children . . . 



I am my children . . . 

I become my children . . . 

I become untouchable . . . 

I accept my sentence . . . 

my paragraph . . . the entire book . . . 

a cautionary, confessional tale of two people ... me 
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I've been Kerouwhacked! 

- Anon 

A fly in my eminent domain ... or a cockroach . . . 
or a pole-sitter ... or dog-walker for that matter . . 
I suppose it would take a village, yes? . . . 

Kiosks awash with how-tos . . . and instructions 
for un-dancing . . . tipping the valet 
who tripped on his way back to the Wayback Machine 
with lines from Proof: 

Let X equal the quantity of all quantities of X. 

Let X equal the cold 
It is cold in December. 

Gwyneth Paltrow trading eights with Hannibal Lector 

Armpit hair be damned . . . 

it all boils down to goop, yes? . . . 

He/she got Kerouwhacked brainstorming . . . 
or barnstorming . . . 

or talking through the walk-through or walkabout or 
walkout . . . 

The steps of a proof are murky. 

The steps of a proof are snarky. 



The steps of a proof are nestled all snug in their beds. 
Let X equal their beds. 

And then someone took a shine to someone 
and that someone opened it up to someone else 
and now someone will have to take the hit . . . 

Always looking the other way . . . 

as if a periscope popped up in the Middle Ages . . . 

your middle ages . . . when your juke joints 

began stiffening with a creaking 

that shook you awake at three AM 

speed dialing your doc 

who was on the third hole . . . teeing off . . . 
thinking about Lexi, 

his daughter's jodhpur'd friend from riding class 
but first, do no harm . . . 

You're not waiting for the phoniness to end, are you? . . . 
Please tell me you're not . . . 

Please tell me you've handed in the assignment 
and that you're OK with the seating chart 
and with Einstein's definition of insanity 
instagrammed by iGens or Y2Kers or GenZs 
or whatever they're called . . . 

many of whom sport Muffy's Lean Cuisine gap toothed 

grin after she was bad-touched by Dilbert, 

the animated crossing guard . . . 

super heavyweight Xboxer . . . 

regular contributor to Emojipedia . . . 

awaiting the release of his feel good single, 

I Just Wanted to be Friended on Facebook . . . 

And now what? . . . The neighborhood clown 
has just trotted out his/her yoga mat 



and is about to contort in full view of a selfie stick 

which have been shown to transmit STDs 

when you ignore your mother's warning 

to never leave the house 

without wearing clean underwear . . . 
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The day . . . overcast and strangely industrial . . . 

armpit saddlebags 

with full-blown cholesterophobia . . . 

tipping the go-between 

to encapsulate time and attendance . . . 

rehearsing the commonplace 

three standard deviations above the mean . . . 

Have I been duped into thinking 
there will be another? . . . 

All this posthumous posturing, pshaw . . . 

Back then, I suppose it mattered . . . 

But now with deadbeats in ascendance, forget it . . . 
An octopus-in-training inking nonsense syllables 
itching with false promises . . . instagrammed with 
time-outs . . . 

insinuating itself into the best of times 
when no one was looking . . . 

How so, you ask? . . . 

I am filled with the music of DakhaBrakha 
a Ukrainian group I first heard on an HPR Tiny Desk 
Concert . . . 

The preferred costume of flaneurs? . . . 

Flannel shirts of course flapping on clotheslines . . . 



Could be the beginning of a novella . . . 

where readers cut to the chase and regret doing so . . 

Reading between the lines . . . 

you backstroke beyond the breakers 

as if in a scene from Beneath the 12-Mile Beef. . . 

CinemaScoped and soundtracked with a little help from 

Terry Riley's In C . . . 

And now, ladies and gentlemen, the last line . . . 
the one-trick pony has vanished . . . with just enough 
time on the clock for some to call it a miracle . . . 
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Moments like these when you feel adrift: 

you’re here; you're not here . . . 

your life ... a novella ... or flash fiction . . . 

soundtracked by dissonance 

as if beguiled by harpies 

in the palms of pallbearers . . . 

You wake with the urge to use 
the phrase in the know. . . 

As misdirection, perhaps? . . . Consolation? . . . 

You enter the fray 
disabling the tried and true 
with the words of ooglers 

vying for redacting . . . and blueness . . . again . . . 
Which would you rather be? . . . 
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Plotting the next stage of your odyssey 



jump-starts ring-tailed fantasies from your days 
in the driver's seat when you squiggled 
for all you were worth . . . minus shipping . . . 
Rent-A-Mime remains an option, yes? . . . 

Spit-shining Crocs on those days when your tinnitus 

chimes in may bring relief to those signed up 

for your tour into the heart of darkness . . . 

which continues to beat more than 

one hundred thousand times a day . . . 

in an ongoing quest for the eternal sunshine 

of the ambient mind . . . where partying morphs 

into a stone-faced commitment 

on the deck of the Nellie and you toggle 

understudies . . . trading tasty tidbits 

for the something-or-other of strangers in full view . . 
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Again, the denominator rears its hazy head . . . 

A toxic flamboyance . . . waving a pinwheel . . . 
approaches the stage . . . 

where lines will be drawn with mechanical pencils 
by mannequins in see-through outerwear . . . 

The problem of translation, yes? . . . 

Zeroing-out the counters . . . that sort of thing . . . 
while just above the fill-line 
you spot the missing pieces . . . 

the missing persons . . . and play through the midpoint 
with nothing in mind but the failed endgame . . . 
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You are ticketed for going all the way 
on a one way street 
in Chapter 18 of Finnegans Hake 
channeling Here Cones Everybody . . . 
a borderline personality . . . 
happy only when pissed . . . 

You hail an Uber and begin recording . . . 
hurrying nothing into memory . . . 
backstory pushing through the glass ceiling 
dumping you into a seance 

with Emily Dickinson voiceover'd by Terrence Davies . . . 
Why do passersby do that? . . . 

Do what? . . . 

Insert sleeved DVDs . . . barcode windowed . . . 
into envelopes for return? . . . 

No idea . . . closure, maybe? . . . 
afraid to leave something undone? . . . 

You spend too much time in an atelier 

taking the wheel from court appointed best-selling 

ceramicist Edmund de Waal . . . 

Even the Silk Road to clubs in Staten Island 
has traps, pitted as it is with indiscretions . . . 
and jabberwocky . . . 

But I do so like to grope . . . 

Yes, . . . and? . . . And I cameoed in Chapter 3 

of Psychotherapy for Dunnies . . . 

giving head notes to a phrenology prof . . . 

I aced the course . . . 

You need to take a few days off . . . 
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Of course there are other matters . . . 
but that's for later . . . 

Right now I'm not sure . . . where . . . 
if anything you can continue with pin spotting . 
A minor miracle has come to the fore 
and with it several outlandishments . . . 

There's always room for more, 
someone said ... I'm sure . . . 

Look . . . you're the one for this . . . 

The clandestine underpins will go undocumented 
and unnoticed . . . for the most part . . . 

It's someone else's bailiwick, anyway . . . 
someone else's Pilates routine . . . 

Just the other day, in fact, if I'm not mistaken . 
Indeed, you've been snapping pics for decades . 
as unparalleled moments monopolized 
your unique features . . . 
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Auditioning for the part of valet 

on the street of unparked cars 

you spin tales of wild nights . . . wild nights . . 

silencing intimations of parochialism . . . 

taking back memories of back seats 

on bridges seen at dawn 

from windows in apartments of unknown comics 
whose eye contact is part of their shtick . . . 
One liners dressed to the nines . . . 



on stages set exponentially ... in powers of ten 

by the enormously well-read 

clutch one way tickets 

to what some call Palookaville . . . 

just off the boardwalk in Atlantic City . . . 

a city tied to your DHA with lemons 

ripe for squeezing beneath camo'd trench coats . . . 

Are you still struggling with clarity? . . . 
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. . . not trying has become the whole point. 

- Maggie Nelson, Bluets 

Trafficking in hidden agendas with day glo paint 
misses the point . . . 

Restorative innocence quells the spirit . . . 
and makes playing modal a la Bill Evans 
an eye-patch drama 

as if licking the clothing off the fresco'd figures 

on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel . . . 

awakening the bloom of lilacs . . . 

tweaking photos to edit the story 

you want Facebook friends to commit to memory . . . 

Hamming it up . . . 20 , 30 , 40 years ago . . . 

Your co-ham now gone, yes? . . . 
his smile ... an afterthought . . . 

Why now the disambiguation 

of shouldering the burden as we stumble along with 
the happiness? . . . sadness? . . . indifference? . . . 



of posting the past? . . . 

I am just past pedaling . . . 

appropriating deep-throat lyrics for an avatar 

aging out of a forgotten storyboard . . . 

Not trying has become the whole plan . . . and nothing 
but, yes?. . . 
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Your Likert-type scale with its even number of anchors 
renders fence-sitting impossible . . . Not that anyone 
cares . . . Auditions for Player-of-the-Month continue . . . 
The constant gardener . . . The reassignment of persons 
places things . . . You are reassigned . . . elsewhere . . . 
You apply for a sabbatical ... to study ins-and-outs . . . 
redactions . . . Expungements like a good neighbor . . . 

The bus stations of your odyssey morph into empty rooms 
. . . Mannequins appear . . . and color-code themselves . . . 
to fit in . . . Implied otherness ... is not an oft-used 
phrase . . . Quickly, the storm of texts arrives . . . 
uninvited . . . Reading the odd numbered chapters . . . 
evenly spaced ... is one way to go . . . Questions from 
past players . . . hoping to score . . . choke your 
answering machine . . . Your mother appears and orders a 
chunk of suet for golabki . . . Porcelain-skinned Angela, 
the store owner's wife, reaches across the counter . . . 
with a piece of fruit . . . The window showcases bound, 
hanging cheeses . . . their sharpness . . . the entrapment 
of memory . . . squeezing through the fence . . . dealing . 

. . or not ... A Proustian moment as joie de vivre . . . 
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Instead a foray into electronic music . . . 

You make do with the acoustics . . . 

The true through kicks it up a notch 
along the canal of your second chapter 
which is pretty much good to go . . . 

A low thin cloud invades the recording studio . . . 
Again, the emptiness . . . 

with a dark function that takes on the late '60s 

as if you have isolated the indexes 

which hold the order of players 

as listed in the credits . . . which keep rolling . . . 

There's really nothing to do here . . . 

Does this ring a bell? . . . 

Recall the boardwalk . . . and the hookups 
when everyone smoked or seemed to . . . 
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You made sure the sidings were empty . . . 

The inexplicable explained in the margins 
of chapbooks that have taken flight 
as a way to appropriate images 
from Facebook friends . . . 

Squeezing through the mirror 
in the fun house 

is a fun thing to do on days when footnotes fail . . . 
Do you feel as obligated as you once did? . . . 

You telling me about your expertise 
or what you took to be your expertise . . . 



You certainly had your share 
of forgotten moments . . . 

when out of the blue you received applications 
for the position you had yet to advertise . . . 

It's all in the business cards, I guess . . . 

A good thing you insisted on photo IDs . . . 

The incidental music proved a fascinating backstory . 

One that held the listener . . . 

and prompted most to order seconds . . . 
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Do you think you're talking to a normal person here? 

- David Letterman 

You have become a gardener of time 

refusing to admit to theory . . . 

to the notion of passage . . . 

balancing world views on a pinhead 

while cataloging the entrails of happenstance . . . 

Hopes, dreams, paradigms, yes? . . . 

come together as a resolution of sorts . . . 

of elements of style ... of chance . . . 

the harmonics of each breath . . . 

the sound deafening ... as you confront silence . . . 

unable to contribute anything as spellbinding . . . 

as emptiness . . . 
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On the phone with a ventriloquist . . . 



imagining his/her unmoving lips . . . 

the script - fully formed - trotting across the stage 

the lighting subdued . . . 

you decide to rebuild the equation 

to reduce the gap . . . the inequity . . . 

as if jargon were the reason . . . 

Pick a time and a place . . . that's it . . . 

You will know your lines . . . 

Five stars ... if that means anything . . . 

Intact . . . tweaking the past . . . 
prefiguring the future, yes? . . . 

Credentialed of course 

for those who trust the certificate . . . 
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On the beach in full-dress rehearsal . . . 
reaching for the gold ring 
the merry-go-round anything but . . . 
wooden horses stuffed with players 
jostling for a taste of the imagination . . . 

Your offering scanned . . . 

Why the strange nomenclature? . . . 

Why now with the betting windows closed 
and all eyes on the disguise? . . . 

I too had no idea it was an enormous pity 
what with the domino-effect in effect 
being force-fed the far-fetched rationale . . . 

You get what you pay for, yes? . . . 
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Instead of musing over unwritables 
you conjure an upper playground of happenstance 
illuminated by naked citrus fruits . . . 
stand-ins for understudies . . . 

This will have to do . . . for now . . . 

Bad decisions again slept in the car 
somehow skirting the inevitable 
reworked into the script . . . 

There's really nothing that can be done with the 
extended family 

preparing for a voyage that may prove problematic . . . 
We'll have to weather that as well, yes? . . . 

Try to bring it full-circle 

not unlike the past when you bumped into the future 
at a kiosk . . . 

It took your breath away . . . 

You continue to believe in the words as transcribed . . . 
Nothing wrong with that . . . 

I too will play the options . . . 

Who knows what we will find in the emptiness 
after the credits? . . . 
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You are lavish in the security of between-line labyrinths 
obliterating bedpost notches as if rewriting 
oxymorons . . . while Hallmarkian tributes 
fester in a siding . . . 

You trained your voice to ignore 



the embellishments dripping from the rafters 
where has-beens scramble for long balls 
with gestures that make the evening news . . . 

Why is keyboarding so difficult? . . . 

Wait, let me try this ... OK, that's better . . . 

You said it yourself . . . though I'm at a loss 
for what it was exactly . . . but who cares 
if most things are not spot-on? . . . 

Don’t you just love that phrase? . . . 

The polymorphous morning drenches . . . 

Someone somewhere whistles . . . 

soundtracking your journey into the afternoon's summit 

where signposts await crayons 

and we can spend a few moments dancing away 

our hearts and souls . . . 

Listen ... do you hear it? . . . 

The script! ... My kingdom for a script! . . . 

Again dredging up the dramaturgical model? . . . 
Please, don't drop Goffman's name . . . 

Without which you would be at a loss 
for describing the dogeared pages 
of your little black book . . . 
the doggerel of your little black dress . . . 
Irrespective of something or other . . . 

I think I know what you meant 
when you said what you said . . . 

Confronting the silence at 3 AM . . . 

We made new with old . . . and waited for the shore 
to be washed along with the others . . . 

Funny how things slip into cereal boxes 
without much effort 



(eight ball into the corner pocket) . . . 

You were there when he/she dropped the ball 
but proceeded nonetheless to run without it . . . 

How ridiculous! . . . Disrobing in a fitting room . . . 
Taking care to wipe off the counter 
before the guests arrived ... to speak in tongues . . . 
Why so serious? . . . 

This must be a transcription, yes? . . . 

You are in the throes of minions . . . 
wishing for a timeout . . . 

And now look who's here . . . Tpn cecTp . . . 

Are you kidding with those accoutrements? . . . 

You attended the play with an old jar? . . . 

A magician gushed as he/she biked along the boulevard 
where ghosts of past players 

rehearsed on an empty stage brimmed with elliptical 
memories . . . 

Irresponsible and aimless as an underhanded clock . . . 
You saw the writing in the bread truck at 4 AM 
regurgitating your lines 
as if he/she wanted to hear all about it . . . 

But then, without warning . . . 
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Love loves to love love. 

- James Joyce, Ulysses 


You misquote yourself . . . again . . . finding solace 

in the non sequitur . . . 

in the interplay among players . . . 



among onlookers 

who . . . could they have it another way . . .would not 
tapping their fingers 
to your breathing 
as you . . . awaken with asking 

the morning again . . . and again . . . and again . . . 

a transubstantiation . . . 

of the temporal . . . the insignificant . . . 
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A willingness to look silly stalks you 

with kinky imaginations . . . banister games . . . 

late-night tete-a-tetes . . . 

while you ... on hidden camera . . . 

backpedal . . . into an off-season valentine 

shopping trip to designer outlets . . . 

A soft-spoken train wreck meanders 
into wish-fulfillment 

with instructional video in Jungian tongue . . . 

The morning reboots . . . 

jousts . . . the colors of some flag . . . 

Two can play solitaire, yes? . . . 

You are this . . . that . . . this . . . 

and that . . . nurturing a crudeness into nothing 

less than a bespoke cringing one-act . . . 
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Your life . . . and its iterations ... is out to lunch . 
shopping for winter boots . . . which doubtless will 



remain boxed despite the inevitable shadowing us . . 
the tarts and torts . . . the pajama'd players . . . 
queuing up to cameo 
in your off-color-coordinated dream . . . 

An open question opens to abstraction 

as a day-trader's phish for trinkets 

litters the path with the insistence of hooplas . . . 

stanzas rewound to target voyeurs . . . 

You again eye the rafters ... as do we all 
and continue . . . 

dog-eared how-to manuals offering salvation 
whenever you chime in . . . 

Dim the light . . . play out the hand ... if you must 
373 

That scene with the untied shoe . . . pointier 

than I would have imagined 

following it down the hall 

and into the fourth room on the left 

with him/her believing in the grandiloquence 

of unpunctuated lives 

that arrive with box lunches to boot . . . 

and you fast forwarding to FaceTime . . . 

infinitely looped . . . costumes 

favoring triple dips ... on triple decks . . . 

in triple headers . . . 

enigmatic words silenced in bell jars 

bandied in and out of SROs . . . 

And where are we, again? . . . 

And why am I having trouble remembering 



the prize in the Cracker Jack box? 

the prize from your brief foray into flash fiction? 

The trance like atmosphere of being short-listed 
surely en plein air 

as spellbinding as the watchers at the gate . . . 
encumbered with semicolons . . . 

374 

A beer and pizza run through a cemetery 

segues to a thought bubble . . . filled with nuance 

and dissonant furniture music . . . while you 

unfazed by the URLs of unscripted moments 

unfoldered . . . cranked up . . . 

entertain ghosts with headstoned gymnastics 

and comedic extirpations 

linked to incidentals [citation required]] . . . 

The party's infinitesimal talk prompts a shift 

with unspooled punctuation 

and 20 grammar-like sundries . . . 

top bottom . . . bottom top ... no hint of the uncommonest 
moments yet to come . . . before a patdown of standins 
auditioning for a 2 AM shoot . . . 
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Your loom of straw men and women as incantations . . . 

backroom fist bumps 

with players lining up for takeaways 

which - let's not kid ourselves - are compromised 

simulacra of authentic knockoffs . . . 



But hey there's nothing wrong with endings that fit . . 
Accessibility is third party . . . and the road 
the Wild West . . . 

Talking heads feature . . . with cauldrons, no less . . . 
Stick around . . . there's more . . . 

When did you say 

you last visited the Palace of Memory? . . . 

It can happen . . . 

Dealing from the bottom of the Old Maid deck, I mean 
Perhaps you are one and the sane, yes? . . . 

Know what I mean? . . . 

Skip to my Lou . . . then tell me 

why you've decided to shadow the alphabet . . . 

just in case ... I am before . . . and after . . . again . 

Your BFF wants to know the true extent 

of your incalculability . . . minus underpinnings . . . 
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You worry the blurriness of closed circuit 
the 24/7 blurriness 

with newbies meandering in and out of frames . . . 
striking poses in 

weblike food courts . . . ominous kiosks . . . 
yet to be wikipedia'd . . . 

Descending into the maelstrom of a mall 
carded with BOGOs 

you continue bluepenciling the first draft 
of your long-awaited collected works 
soon to be short-listed 



despite dead links . . . bit players . . . and berms 
popping up ... in your wake . . . 
in and out of thin air . . . 

All tried and true, yes? . . . 
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Of course, there will be moments . . . lost moments . . . 
moments with voices . . . 
infrasound voices . . . 

and the seventh function of language 
if you catch my drift . . . 

Bipolarity 'R' Us . . . 

Twittering is speechless ... it goes without saying . . . 
Picking through drops . . . imagining seriation 
as if happenstance were ritual . . . 

The elliptical exuberance of go-betweens 
who chime in at the slightest provocation . . . 

It's not the endpoint I imagined . . . not at all . . . 

Can you please sit still for the rapidographic moment? 

. . . at least for the tabloid elements 
which jostle themselves senseless? . . . 


Most are stuck in enjambments . . . for that matter . . . 
awaiting mediation . . . 
awaiting colorization . . . 



Please try to stay within the lines 

or you too will feel the mounting hum ... I mean . . . 

Far too many have come forth 

with iridescent confessions from odysseys past . . . 

Too late? . . . Your momentary lapse is ineffectual 
and will be returned . . . you weren't were you? . . . 

So . . . why now persist in juxtapositions 

when you know . . . better than most . . . what can happen 

at the water cooler? . . . elsewhere? . . . 

The repetition . . . stifling ... or maybe not?. . . 

Dunno! . . . 

I've encountered it on my trips outside the strike zone 

with a full count . . . and two men on . . . 

Keep a stiff upper lip . . . Huh? . . . 

Reduce the map to palatable units . . . 

Then an end run surcease of sorrow . . . 

Devil may care or (clause)trophobia . . . 

This will be written up and saved as diagonal grammar 

in a foolishly embroidered manner . . . 

and added to the menu ... at the last minute . . . 

A losing battle? . . . Who said that?. . . 

Notwithstanding . . . 

Everyone is getting antsy . . . over whatever . . . 

The latest release . . . edifying! . . . 



The imagined consensual . . . alive and well 
in afterlife's timeouts . . . 
in afterlife's reflections . . . 
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You become the person you were scripted to become . . . 
despite your edits . . . your Lottery tickets . . . 
your season passes . . . your photo ops . . . 

There's no telling who will be next in the queue 
that stretches along the potheaded macadam 
back to your once upon a time . . . taken out 
in the third quarter . . . treated with condiments - 
at least they looked the part - and released into a 
bullpen with nose ring and selfie stick . . . 

You would have thought the colors . . . 
but that wasn't on today's menu ... or in today's cards 
falling like leaves with ramifications for droves of 
peepers . . . rewinding the tape . . . 
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The whole thing innocuous . . . losing the unfollowing . . 
the body picking through the remains of the day 
confused by puzzle-me-this ... a vanishing point 
to ask again if this is enough ... if this is enough . 
Waking with the rain . . . texting for balance ... in 
Halloween costume with motorcycle boots . . . 
and treasure trove of gandy dancers 
laying track to the outermost house . . . 
its windowless room a catalyst for your re-readings 



of open-ended questions submitted by student interns . 
I will return to this . . . 
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Post-coital hot tubbing with mannequins 
unleashes half-baked half-overheard conversations 
plagiarized from footnotes of wannabes 
miming cocksure readers 
whose bar-hopping is choked 

with arms, legs, glass eyes, and false positives . . . 

Your intrepid unscripted words 

continue to trickle into daylight 

while your profile gets a fresh coat of paint 

and your shopping cart checks itself out . . . 

And these are only a few of your favorite things? . . . 
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Parenthetical interruptions . . . exhausting . . . 
you try to avoid them 

and marvel at the perfection of the opening line: 

It's late already, five or five-thirty . . . 

You concede that the search for meaning 
is senseless . . . 

a convex mirror type of phenomenon ... as jarring 
as verbal abstraction when playing hangman . . . 

What about transitions? . . . 

Rarely abrupt . . . and this I guess is good . . . 

You have been known to confuse yourself . . . 
and others . . . 



There is some solace, however, in putting on an overcoat 
reeking of a story critiqued by oddsmakers . . . 

And what does it remind you of? . . . 

It may take a while, with all the red tape, 

but rest assured, it will happen . . . 

say the informants . . . most of whom would flounder 

in a stream of consciousness . . . 
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I'm stuck in a paraphrase . . . your paragraph 
a faux antidote . . . capturing moments coalescing 
at the bottom of a black hole . . . 

Dealmaker or dealbreaker? . . . 

The endpoint the same, yes? . . . 

I mean when was the last time you considered 
the combination of letters headbutting you 
as we speak ... or ... as we try to communicate 
with signage? ... To dawdle in such dress 
as they are used to wear, indeed! . . . 

Forget that it's all there . . . 
all the remnants of your odyssey 
when you were given a second chance 
to guide the motorcycle through the cones 
set out by the Emperor of Ice Cream . . . 
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The mark of my poetry is the constant regret that human 
experience eludes description. 

- Czeslaw Milosz 



The insincerity of huge red clown shoes trips up 

your lip-sync of David Bowie's Oh You Pretty Things . . . 

as foreign tongues dip into bowls of chowder 

laid out with candy-ass smiles 

and free tickets to movie theaters 

featuring blank screens 

awaiting flash-in-the-pan fictional lives . . . 

Bicycling figure-eights between goalposts 

with sustain pedal engaged . . . 

the buffering . . . the artisanal teas . . . 

the Nabokovian butterflies pinned with day 

passes to wooded paths 

strewn with incomplete sentences . . . 

It's all shtick, yes? . . . 

Wandering lonely as a cloud pits you against bulls 
in china shops with intricate archways 
spelling out the history of underground go-betweens . . . 
You have a knack for note-taking 

which bodes well for fine-tooth combing the intricacies 
of personal spaces known only to others 
once removed . . . 

You will be called upon ... I just know it . . . 
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The internal disarray has become less troubling, yes? . . 
The storm impends . . . 

its wheels out of sync with the Zeitgeist . . . 

And you, forking pasta on a flurried afternoon 

in late November, chat up kinetic theater 

with changelings hiding in Jane Austen's lines . . . 



But what of the small dairy farming communities 

whose zigs and zags call less 

for explanation than for diagnosis? . . . 

Are they fodder for your tweets 
or for your unreasonable notebook? . . . 

Take for instance the gestural brush strokes 
or the old typewriter font with its enigmatic 
nothingness 

catching purchase with casting calls 
while a restorer guesses Leonardo . . . 
repaints the entire background ivory-black 
and raises the bar to $450 million . . . 

Me await befuddlement . . . 

It will come ... as offshore Evinrudes take turns . . . 

I am aghast ... at something . . . 
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You appeared unruffled at the dress rehearsal 
running the gauntlet of valets wielding remotes . . . 

I found it hard to believe that replacements were 
forbidden . . . 

The whole thing was chancy, but exciting, yes? . . . 

You made a go for it but ended up staring 
at snowflakes through the window of his/her bedroom 
filled with rococo . . . which I must say says it all . . . 
The elegant attentions were, at least for the moment, 
a recognition of deferral 
despite the extended warranty . . . 

You did opt for that, didn't you? . . . 

Your naivete cranked to eleven you declaimed 



that you had inherited the silliness 
from the French avant-garde . . . which you had been 
introduced to by a substitute teacher in second grade 
whose name was among those listed somewhere . . . 
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By that I mean treading water . . . 

You know, to tread water ... as praxis . . . 

But then, he/she was disheveled . . . 

jaywalking . . . and moments later . . . entered a CVS . . . 

as if subscribing to the notion 

that everything can be tabled . . . 

should be tabled . . . 

Equations . . . and what have you . . . 

The passivity will eventually get to you 
but I feel a kind of obligation . . . 
a sense of commitment . . . notwithstanding . . . 

Why did you stick that in? . . . 

No idea . . . perhaps equivalence . . . 
the awareness of defiance . . . 

A tad heavy handed, yes? . . . 

I've lost the sense of comma-placement . . . 
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But what about de composing ... a poem, for example, 
as if from across the room the mirror images 
of yes and no? . . . 

You think infinite . . . bundled with song as a way out . . 
as an escape route . . . 



the narrative color-coded for easy access . . . the point 
of view . . . 

again, an empty room . . . filling with strangers . . . 

The neighborhood unwilling to disgorge a parking space 
though in such moments one sometimes stumbles upon an 
area of respite . . . 

a wilted exemplar of geologic time . . . 

Elsewhere . . . the obvious ... or not so . . . 

to make it sound as if it had just been thought up . . . 
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What is it that I love in loving you? 

- St. Augustine, Confessions 

An 18-wheeler's list of gritty demands rear-ends your 
odyssey 

as underperformers face the dilemma of Cup or Core . . . 
Eyeshadowed eyes follow in the afterglow 
of first-come first-serveds . . . 

Omissions make worthwhile the feel good . . . 
as it gushes . . . strangely satisfying . . . 
with only-child enthusiasm . . . 

Buried beneath the paper trail are instructions 
for the real . . . 

which you repress for later parsing 
by the IH-see-your-twenty-and-raise-you-twenty 
grammarians emeriti who talk more . . . 
but settle for less ... 50 minutes later . . . 
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Choosing tautology to express emptiness 

your erotic other's tacit acceptance 

waits in the wings . . . primping . . . with extras 

Uber’d in for the shoot 

for MoMa's History of Hooking . . . 

a trailer on the set of Boardwalk Empire . . . 

dioramas, day trips, drive bys, past priors . . . 

You examine the separation 

that informed your odyssey . . . 

an escapist's myopia . . . scheduled to air 

on subsequent Tuesdays in February ... or March . . . 

with one-night stands costumed as dreams 

of uncooperative dentists retrofitted 

for the unbeaten hometown debating team 

from your up close and personal 

when you were stuck in traffic for over a year . . . 
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A yellow submarine's sonar . . . pings . . . somewhere . . . 
with directions to what? . . . last minute specials? . . . 
The oddments are such that we could enjoy the respite 
but this too is back-burnered 
along with notes from Illuminations . . . 

Sine waves sign in . . . trigger dance fever . . . 
filling the silence with names . . . faces . . . 
photomontages of parties . . . 
of the first and second part 

emailing jpgs to lovers . . . and other strangers . . . 



Keep the words coining, he/she said . . . 
strolling among the pines ... on a winter afternoon . . 
worrying fonts ... as if the image . . . 
you and I know this . . . 
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You've hit an orchestrated snag . . . 

The ancient phobia reappearing 
with Leopardi's Hodge-Podge . . . 

Evidently the time was set . . . and now, the retracing . 
as in La Familia de Celilia . . . 

accompanied by what if a much of a which of a wind. . 
Here's the windup . . . and the pitch (as black as) . . . 
sending it out of the park and into the maelstrom of 
great silence . . . 

with hey, diddle, diddle, / the cat and the fiddle . . . 
with the cats . . . and the fiddles . . . 
at 10 AM on August 12, 1958 . . . Art Kane for Esquire . . 
Not inclined to venture out into the drifting 
Silent Snow, Secret Snow . . . above all ... a secret . . . 
Thinking - metaphorically - how disturbed one must be 
to do that, yes? . . . But let's not go there . . . 

Who (in fact) killed Cock Robin? . . . circa 1950s . . . 
the black and white Stromberg Carlson and the opening 
scene with Robin's arrow speeding into a tree . . . 
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Off-days the string quartet in your back pocket 
is all but played out ... in three-quarter time . . . 



Exes . . . marking the spot . . . steal second and more . 

transposing the theme of Lassie, 

chock-full of unclaimed funds . . . 

sitting there . . . festering? . . . 

in the lap of jargon . . . 

with no one worth emailing 

about the sinister drop ... in temperature . . . 

A pound of something . . . 

Tragedians backed-up at the roundabout 
conjure audience implants 
with places to go . . . people to be . . . 
reworking the boundaries of ancient-Greek mythos 
with aspiring telecommuters . . . 

I brood Bacon's comment about the violence of paint . 
What better way? . . . 

Did you think you had thought of everything? . . . 
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Your garden is a myth of drones rocking 

in the back seat . . . 

following the dotted line . . . lining up 

for handouts . . . hand-me-downs . . . handsome Johnnies 

Counting to the tenth power . . . within which . . . 

if that's what you want . . . 

The whole truth . . . and nothing but . . . 
tap dancing . . . whistling while you work . . . 
taking the long way home . . . 

Your notebook fills with snow . . . 

The world a far-fetched deadline . . . 



indifferent, colorless . . . 

Four score and something ... a death in the family 
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You dream yourself a spotter of weight bearing 
fantasies . . . 

your dialogue a monologue of graphic comics 
and half-whispered promises laced with 
nonsense syllables . . . You are on top of things . . . 
imagining the world as mirror-image . . . 
improprieties squeezing through the holes 
in your story . . . paper cuts and hypothetical . . . 
a collage of weak passwords legacied for shadowers 
of REM sleep . . . 
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The pedagogy of your body sits in the front row . . 
open-legged . . . anticipating the rapture 
trickling through the web of microphones 
implanted in your flesh . . . 

A garage band of soft stones retraces the images 
of your odyssey drawn by headliners once removed . 
You are quick to note the score . . . 
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. . . warm and present yet far away. 

- Donald Hall, The Selected Poets 



Also-rans crowd the podium . . . circumnavigating 
locutions decked out in the school colors 
texting what can be had of the moment . . . 

The venue virtual . . . 

The commonplace suspect . . . 

You arrive . . . trailing apps ... as if reinventing the 
obvious . . . 

I am lax . . . and begin paging through . . . 

You footnote the theoretical medieval clothing of the 
new-you . . . 

awaiting your lines to be inscribed in stone . . . 
you insist . . . 

He are all forgotten . . . 
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It's not as if you chose letter box format . . . 

One day it was there . . . piggy backed on a cold front 
that moved up your arm to your shoulder . . . 

No toggling out of it either . . . 

these manifestos of the body - lyrical experimental 

satirical - 

bringing flu-like symptoms 
unhappiness as prose fragments 
of wellness and illness . . . 

Your sense of odyssey . . . quietly taking shape 
on the corner of an ice storm . . . 

You thought you would spend the day with a Sharpie . . . 
The sad farmhouses in your dreams 
are the stacked-up nightmares of previous lives . . . 
Your distrust of the obvious, yes? . . . 
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You ask the remote to select . . . the plotless moment 

when all are suspended 

and someone wheels in the midday 

as if a restart is expected . . . 

far from the principles ... or principals . . . 

of the madding crowd 

sharpening stubs of pencils 

to prove ... to no one in particular . . . 

that the river will indeed flow 

in no direction home . . . 

Why bother rescinding the to-do list 
when the day will close black and white? . . . 

The point being well-taken 
by those who are otherwise clueless 
when offered a buyout . . . 

You know this, though, yes? . . . 
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You imagine someone listening 
to your delivery . . . 

A smile goes to your head . . . 
and now you're being 

carried along by the irregularities in this latest drama 
which will air 

without much of anything . . . 
as soon as . . . 

Something is forcing itself upon you . . . 

Some just cry while they drive . . . 



Surely you can adjust the rate of tumble, yes? . . . 
Imagine, if you will . . . 

But then, try to keep it in the moment . . . 
especially while you plagiarize additional memories . . 
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Now the parsimonious agitation of the rain, yes? . . . 

Downtempo'd . . . the street cradles the day 

when a smile - doing its best - passes 

and you're earwormed . . . Sia's Destiny with Zero 7. . . 

I lie awake / I've gone to ground . . . 

Thoughts of Color Me This 
crowd out the other . . . 

I'm bending time getting back to you . . . 

Wait . . . wait . . . hit pause ... I need to rethink this 
You know exactly what In talking about . . . 
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